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TbeTamingof the Shrew. 


Becaufe fhe will not be annoy’d with filters. 

Luc. Ah Tranio, what a cruell Fathers he: 

But art thou not aduis’d,he tooke feme care 
To get her cunning SchoolemaQers to inftruft her. 

Tra. I marry am I fir, ancl now us plotted. 

Luc . I haue it Tranio. 

- Tra. Matter,for my hand, 

Both our inuentions meet and iumpe in one. 

Luc. Tell me thine firfi. 

Tra. Youwill be fchoJe-mafter, 

And vndertake the teaching of the maid: 

That’s your dcuicc. 

Luc . It is :May itbedone ? 

Tra. Not pofliblc ; for who (Ball beare your part, 
And be in Padua heerc Vincentio's I'onne, 

Kecpe houfe, and ply his bookc, welcome his friends, 
Vifit his Countrimcn, and banquet them ? 

Luc. Baft a, content thee: for I haue it full. 

Wc haue not yet bin fecnc in any houfe, 

Nor can we be difhnguifil’d by our faces. 

For man or matter: then it followes thus; 

Thou fhalt be matter, Tranto in my fled : 

Kecpe houfe, and port, and feruant$,as*I fliould, 

I will fome other be, fomc Florentine, 

Some Neapolitan, or meaner man of Fifiu 
’Tis hatch’d, and fhall be fo : Tranio ac once 
Vncafe thee : take my Conlordhat and cloake, 

Wh enBiondctlo comes, he waites on thee, 

But I will charmc him fir ft to kecpe his tongue. 

Tra. So had you neede : 

In breefe Sir, fith it your plealure is, 

And I am tyed to be obedient. 

For fo your father charg’d me at our parting i 
Be feruiccable to my fonne (quoth he) 

Although I thinke ’twas in another fence, 

I am content to bee Lucentio , 

Becaufe fo well I louc Lucentio. 

. Luc. Tranio be fo, becaufe Lucentio loucs. 

And let me be a fiauc, t’atchicuc that maide, 

Whole fodainc fight hath thral'd my wounded eye. 

Enter Biondello. 

Hecrc comes the rogue. Sirra,\vhcrc haue you bin ? 

Eton. Where haue I bcenc ? Nay how now, where 
are you? M sifter, ha’s my fellow Tranio ftolne your 
cloathesjoryouftolnehif, or both? Pray what’s the 
newes? 

Luc , Sirra come hither, ’tis no time to ieft, 

And therefore frame your manners to the time 
Your fellow Tranio hecrc to faue my life. 

Puts my apparrell, and my count’nancc on. 

And I for my efcape haue put on his: 

For in a quarrcll lince I came a fhorc f 
I kil’d a man,and fcarc I was deferied: 

Waite yon on him, I charge you, as becomes:« 

While I make way from hence to fauc my life: 

You vndcrftand me? 

Bion . I fir, ne’re a whit. 

Luc . And not a iotof7>rfw/* in your mouth, 

Tranio is chang’d into Lucentio . 

Bion. The better for him, would I were fo too. 

Tra. So could l ’faith boy, to haue the next widi af¬ 
ter, that Lucentio indeedc had Baptiftas yongeft daugh¬ 
ter. But firm, not for my fake, but your matters, I ad- 
uife you vfc your manners difcrectly in all kind of com¬ 
panies : When I am alone 7 why then I am Tranio: but in 


all places elfe,you matter Lucentio. 

Luc. Tranio let’s go: 

One thing more refts, that thy felfe execute. 

To make one among thefe wooers: if thou ask ne 
Sufficcth my rcafons are both good and waighty, ” 
Exeunt. The Prefenters aboue f]>cakes , 7 

x. Man. My Lord you nod, you do not mindc th 
phy. 

'Beg. Yes by Saint Anne do I, a good matter f Urc ] , 
Comes there any more of it ? ^ 

Lady. My Lord,’tis but begun. 

Beg. ’Tis a vcric excellent peece ofworke, Madam 
Ladic: would ’twcrc done. They fit andm^ 

Enter Petruchio, andhts mm Grumio . 

Petr. Verona , for a while I take my leaue. 

To fee ray friends in Padua ; but ofali 
My beft beloued atul approued friend 
Hortenfio : & I trow this is his houfe: 

Hccre firra Grumio, knocke I fay. 

Gru. Knocke fir? whom diouldI knocke? I st hc r 

any man ha’s rebus’d your worfhip? 

Petr. Villaine I fay, knocke me hcere foundly. 

Gru. Knocke you hcere fir ? Why fir, what ainlfi r 
that I diould knocke you hecre fir. J 

Petr . Villaine I fay, knocke me at this gate, 

And rap me well, or lie knocke your knaues pate. 

| Gru. My M r is growne quarrelfomc: 

I fiiould knocke you firft, 

And then I know after who comes by the worft. 

Petr , Will it not be? 

"Faith firrah, and you’! not knocke, He ring it, 

He trie how you can Sol,Fa, and fing it. 

He rings him by the earn 

Gru. Helpe miftris helpe, my matter is mad. 

Petr. Now knocke when I bid you : firrah villaine. 
Enter Hortenfio. 

Hor . How now, what’s the matter ? Myo!dcfriend 
FjrHmio y and my good friend Petruchio} How doyouall 
ac VeYona ? 

Petr. S\gn\ox Hortenfio, come you to part the fray? 
Contutti lecore bene trobatto , may 1 fay. 

Hor. A Ha no fir a cafa bene venuto multo honor at a fignt. 
or mio Petruchio . 

Rife Grumio rife, we will compound this quarrcll. 

Gru • Nay ’tis no matter fir,what he leges in Latine. 
If this be not a lawfull caufe forme to leaue his fcruicc, 
looke you fir: He bid me/knockc him, & rap him found¬ 
ly fir. Well, was it fit for a feruant to vfe his mafterfo, 
being perhaps (for ought I fee) two and thirty, apeepc 
out ? Whom would to God 1 had well knocktatfirft, 
then had not Grumto come by the worft. 

Petr. A fencelefle villaine : good Hortenfio, 

I bad the rafcall knocke vpon your gate. 

And could not get him for my heart to do it. 

Gru. Knocke at the gate? Oheaucns: fpakeyounot 
thefe words plaine ? Sirra, Knocke me hcere: rappeme 
heera: knocke me well, and knocke me foundly? And 
come you now with knocking at the gate ? 

Petr. Sirra be gone,or talke not I aduife you. 

Hor. Petruchio patience, I am Grumio s pledge: 
Why this a heauie chance twixr him and you, 

Your ancient truflie pleafant feruant Grumio: 

And tell me now (fwcet friend) what happic gale 
Blowes you to Padua heerc, from old Vtrona ? 

Petr. Such wind asfeattersyongmen throgh^waiH 

To 


-rZMhdt fortunes farther then at borne, 

T° lec r- ^vnrnenceerowesbutmaiew. 
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Small cxpcritM* growe. but in i 

J “ ft“ di ™“ h 

. r father is deccaft, 
fTlTau/thruft my felfe into this maze, 
t ilv to wiue and thriue, as beft I may: 

Knes in my purfe 1 bane and goods at home, 

.A fo am come abroad to fee the world. 

r/ r Petruchio, frail I then come roundly to thee, 
.jwijl thcctou IW’J m-ftuour'd wife ? 
thanke me bur a little for my counfcll: 

I d vet P lom ^ e r ^ cc ric ^’ 

And vrrie rich: but thwart coo much my friend. 

And lie not wifr thee to her. 

A ' senior Hortenfio ,'twixt fueh friends as wee, 

FcvV words lufhce: and therefore, i fthou know 
One rich enough to be Petruchio twite ; 
m wealth is burthen ot my woing dance) 
g c {he as foiile as was Florentine L oue, ^ 

^sold as Stbell, and as curft and frrow’d 
As Socrates Zentippe, or a w-orle: 

Sbemouesmenotjor not remoues at leaft 
Afteftions edge in me. Were fre is as rough 
Asare the fuelling Adnatickp teas. 

I come to wiue it wealchily in Padua : 
jfwealthily, then happily i.-i Padua. 

Gru. Nay looke you fir, hee tels you flatly wkathU 
minde is: why giue him Gold enough, and marrie him 
to a Puppet or an Aglet babic, or an old trot with r.c’rc a 
tooth in her head, though flic haue as manie difeafes as 
twoandfiftie horfes. Why nothing comes amifle, fo 
monie comes withall. 

Hor. Petruchio, fince we are kept thus farre in, 

I will continue that I broach’d in ieft, 

I can Petruchio helpe thee to a wife 

With wealth enough, and yong andbeautious. 

Brought vp as beft becomes a Gentlewoman. 

Her onely fault, and that is faults enough. 

Is, that flic is intolerable curft, 

And flirow’d,and froward, fo beyond all mcafure. 

That were my ftate farre worfer then it is, 

I would not wed her for a mine of Gold. 

Petr. Hortenfio peace: thou knowft not golds effect, 
Tell me her fathers name, and ’tis enough: 

Fori will boord her, chough fre chide as loud 
As thunder,when the clouds in Autumnc cracke. 

Hor. Her father is SBaptiJht LMiuola, 

An affable and courteous Gentleman, 

Her name is Katherina Triiuolu , 

Renown’d in Padua for her fcolding tongue. 

Tetr. I know her father, though I know not her, 
And lie knew my dcccjfcd father well : 

I wil not fleepe Hertetifo til I lee her. 

And thereforelet qje be thus bold with ycu, 

To giueyou ouer at this firft encounter, 

Vnleffe you wil a.ccompanic me thither. 

Gru. d pray you Sir let him go while the humor lafts. 
A my word.andfrc knew him as, wel as I do,fhe would 
thinke fcolding woyld4°« litvlc good vpon him. Shec 
may perhaps call hiip halfe a fcorc Knaues, or fo: Why 
that’s nothing; and he begin once, hce’l raile in his rope 
trickes. lie tell you what fir, and,fre ftar.d him but 4 H- 
tle,hc wil throw a figure in her face^and fo disfigure hir 
with it, that free fraj haue no more ties to fee withall 

then a Cat: you know him not fir,. 

Hor. Tartie?w»^*, I muftgpwitlvfree. 




For in Baptiftas kcepc my treafurc is: 

He hath the lewd of my life in hold, 

His yongeft daughter, beautiful Bianca, 

And her v/ith-holds from me. Other more 
Suters to her,and riuals in my Loue: 

Suppofing it a thing impofliblc. 

For thofc defers I haue before rehcarft. 

That euer Katherina wil be woo’d: 

Therefore this order hath Baptifia tane, 

That none fhal haue acceffc vneo Bianca, 

Til Katherine the Curft, haue got a husband. 

(firu. Katherine the curft, 

A title for a maide, of all tides the worft, 

Hor. Now fhal my friend Petruchio do me grace. 

And offer me difguis’d in fober robes. 

To old Baptifiaas a fchoolc-mafter 
Well feene in Muficke, to inftru<ft Bianca, 

That fo I may by this deuice at leaft 
Haue leaue and leifure to make loue to her. 

And vnfulpe&ed court her by her felfe. . i 

• 18 s/- 

Enter Grom to and Lucentio difigufied . 

Gru. Hecre'sno knauerie. See, to beguile the olde- 
folkcs, how the young folkeslay their heads together. 
Matter, matter, looke about you: Who goes there ? ha. 

Hor. Peace (firumio, it is the riuall of my Louc* 
Petruchio ftand by a while. 

(jrumio. ft proper ftripling^nd an amorous. 

Grcmio. O very well, I haue perus’d the note: 

Hcarke you fir, lie haue them verie fairely bound. 

All bookes of Loue, fee that at any hand, 

And fee you rcade no other Lectures to her: 

You vndcrftand me. Ouer and befide 

Si gnior Baptislas libc ralitie, 

lie mend it with a Largefle. Take your paper too. 

And let me haue them verie wel perfum’d; 

For {he is Tweeter then perfume it felfe 
To whom they go to ; what wil you rcade to her. 

Luc . What ere 1 reade to her, lie plcade for you , 

As for my patron, ftand you fo afliir’d, 

Asfirmdy as your felfe were ftill in place. 

Yea and perhaps with moreTucceffefull words 
Then you ; vnleffe you were a fchollcr fir. 

Gre. Oh this learning,what a thing it is. 

Cjru. Oh this Woodcocke,what an Affeitis. 

Petru. Peace firra. 

Her. Grumio mum : God faue you fignior Grcmio, 

Gre. And you arc wel met, Signior Hortenfio. 

Trow you whither I am going i JoBopftfia Mwgfo, 

I proimft to enquire carefully 

About a fchoolemafterfor the faire Bianca , 

And by good fortune I haue lighted well 
On this yong man: For learning and bchauiour 
Fit for her turne, well read in Poetrie 
And other bookes, good ones, I warrant yc. 

Her. ’Tis well: and I haue met a Gentleman 
Hath promift me to helpe one to another, 
AfineMufitianto inftrudt our Miltris, 

So dial 1 no whit be behinde in dutie 
To faire Bianca, fo beloued of me. 

Gre. Beloued of me,and that my deeds fhal prpue. 

Gru. And that his bags dial proue. 

Hor , Cjremio, ’tis now no time to vent our loue, 
Liftento me, and if you fpeakc me faire, 
lie tel you newes indifferent good for either* 

Hecre is a Gentleman whom by chance I met 

___a? 













































































